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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

STAR-DUST 

Where past Time the roads go far 
Littered with dust of sun and star, 
With sundered string and arrow sped 
The angels of the Lord lie dead. 

There lads of the impassioned races 
Reflect the night skies in their faces; 
Boys' eyes, boys' thoughts and bodies bright 
Are changing to eternal light. 



THE TERROR 

From Asiago to Cambrai, 

From Vilna to the Aisne, 
Each night the ghosts of soldiers say, 

"Don't let us die in vain." 

That they should come so far is strange, 

Since death lays men so still, 
But who can say where dead men range, 

Or how they have their will? 

So through the night their tramp I hear, 

Briton and Frank and Russ; 
And through the night the thing they fear 

They whisper deep in us. 
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How shall we find a way to heal 

The terror of the slain, 
To seek them out, and make them feel 

They have not died in vain ? 



SEEGER 

The shapes of waking moments wearied him ; 

Heroic beauty stirred him as he slept; 

And so he lived his youth, and so he crept 
Back to old shadows beautiful and dim. 
But at the call to arms his eyes were grim — 

Dreams must be saved ! So he, the dream-adept, 

Seeing young Death afar where horror swept, 
Leapt with a lover's trembling in each limb. 
He sought her out he knew to be his maiden, 

And cried to her he flamed for as his bride; 
The thundering guns were viols for his suit, 
And iron shards his couch. The day was laden 

With scent of deadly blossoms, and he died. 
And now, wrapt with his maiden, he is mute. 
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